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we  spent  Sunday  afternoons  with  our  close  friends.  A  group  of 
us  would  congregate  early  in  the  afternoons  and  go  on  long  hikes 
but  always  home  in  time  for  evening  services.  Boys  and  girls  all 
enJ°yed  these  pleasant  hikes.  Socially  our  Sundays  also  gave  us 
friendships  of  lasting  joy  and  worth. 

This  pattern  of  Sunday  living  has  been  almost  of  the  past. 
Changing  times  have  gradually  placed  emphasis  on  more  enjoyments 
for  the  physical  body — automobiles  with  Sunday  excursions,  Radio 
&  TV  programs  of  violence  and  moral  decadence  leave  sordid  thoughts 
and  ideas  in  the  minds  of  the  young  people,  etc.  etc.  Church  going 
is  still  a  must  for  a  few  but  for  some  it  is  not  primarily  for  soul 
searching  and  inspiration — it's  the  thing  to  do — it  establishes  a 
social  status — it's  a  fashion  exhibit  or  an  exhibit  of  fine  cars! 
Night  clubs  do  a  whopping  business  on  Sunday  nights. 

So — with  the  changing  times  the  family  seldom  "remembers  the 
Sabbath  day  to  keep  it  holy.”  .  .  . 


The  journal  in  which  Aunt  Edna  wrote  the  above  text  is  one  of 
the  several  journals  that  were  written  by  Aunt  Edna  in  her  life¬ 
time.  Those  journals,  together  with  her  Bible,  her  notes  that 
she  wrote  down  on  books  that  she  had  read,  a  copy  of  her  Master's 
Thesis  and  a  few  other  texts  that  were  of  great  value  to  Aunt  Edna 
were  in  the  small  box  of  Aunt  Edna's  possessions  that  was  forward¬ 
ed  to  her  niece,  Helen  Loomis  Russell  Powell,  following  Aunt  Edna's 
death  on  July  4,  1976. 


